***/-  maijtNATES

The dead man was taken from the catafalque. Carried by eigif
bearers who walked with slow and measured tread, the coffin, unddi
its sword and cocked hat, moved down the central aisle, breast-hi^l
between the living. Simon supposed thai the old poet's Acadeniiciarfi
uniform had been taken off him, and that he now lay in the darkness of
the lead coffin wearing a starched shirt, long white drawers and black
silk socks.

At the funerals of the poor, when only a few relations fellow thft,
hearse, the corpse seems to ask for pity on its last journey. Here, oi
the other hand, the dead man seemed to wish to rebuff all homage.
He passed contemptuously between two ranks of fame, lying beneath
his plumed hat, a gaunt corpse that had lived too long to leave behind
it a genuine sorrow.

The organ rang out for the last time, then with a clatter of sword$
a squadron of the Republican Guard, wearing their helmets with
horsetail plumes, saluted with a great flash of light the star of the
Grand Cordon of the Legion of Honour that was borne behind the
coffin on a velvet cushion. The horses pawed the cobbles,

The colossal statue of Victor Hugo, standing high in the centre of
the square, involuntarily turned its back on the procwlmis**. Forty
years earlier, the statue and the corpse had sat familiarly together, and
now the bronze cheered today's coffin on its way.

The Master of Ceremonies respectfully approached Urbain de It
Monnerie, who was responsible for the arrangements, and whispered a
few words in his ear. The Marquis crossed the pavement to thank the
officer in command of the detachment of the Republican Guard^ and
the crowd fell silent, moved suddenly by the sight of the old man, with
his crepe-covered top-hat in his hand, his crown of white hair, his
waisted coat and patent-leather shoes, the old-fashioned elegance of hl$
walk and the exquisite courtesy of his manner. Somewhat hampered
by his reins and sword-knot, the officer, leaning over his horse's withers,
received the handshake as if it were that of a sovereign.

An Academician, a pot-bellied historian with a fan-shaped beard,
was saying to Professor Lartois, who was listening attentively: **These La
Monnerie brothers are astonishing people, They succeed in everything,
even in their funerals, Ixx>k at them: one a General, the other a
Mmister Plenipotentiary. And under the Republic at that! Had they
been born under the monarchy, and done as well as they have, they
would have been one of those unknown families that suddenly emerge
in the course of a single reign and rise to dukedoms.1*

A gust of wind swept across the square, raising a hard* cold dust,
tearing at overcoats, clutching at the pot-bellied Academician's beard,
He suddenly gave vent to a burst of temper against the employees of
Messrs Borniol who had mislaid his cloak and would be the cause of
his catching his death of cold,

60